IV
WHEN I was old enough I helped mother to sew, I rocked the babies, and I played hopscotch, " cat-and-dog," and the other games of the street with the boys about us. Much of my child-life before I entered public school was spent in joyous running and climbing. My gentle uncle would say, " Play now, childie, you must sorrow later," words which he and father and mother seemed to understand together.
Until I went to school all my playmates lived in the alley near us. I felt very superior to the timid, pale little girls. But with the little boys I would play " stick-up " with a rusty pen-knife on the broken wooden door-steps, and run like the wind over cluttered pavements.
Playing was forbidden. It was in the eyes of the wise adults in our courtyard a waste of
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